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A FANOUS WAR SONG.

How “All Quiet Along the Potomac”
Came to Be Written.
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A DRAMATIC WAR ROMANCE.

A Tragie Sequel to the First Battle of Bull
Kun —Maj. Fontaine, the Confederate Poet
dcout--(n Picket Duty Up the Potomac—
luteresting (vrrespondence.

Written for The Evenine Star.

XE OF THE MOST

remarkable characters
= brought to the surface
by the throes of the
civil war was Maj.
Lamar Fontaine, =
famous scont and
fighter in the confed-
erate army. He acted
s scout for Stomewall
Jackson, J. E. B.
stuart, . E. Lee, R. &
Ewell and Joe E. John-
son. He is also ‘cele-
biated as b wulior of & popular war sor [
He was and still is & Mississippian. He it was
who, in May. 1863, undertook the seemingly
foolhardv, but, nevertheless, successful, €x-
ploit of earryving & supply of 40.000 musketcaps
from the confederate general Loring’s head-
quarters st Jackson, Miss., through the Union
lizes to beleaguered Gen. Pemberton in Vicks-
burg, when that commander was out of caps,
and, consequently, counld not fire a geun; a con-
dition of things which had Grant known of
would have hastened the fall of that stromg-
boll

A XOTED SCOTUT.

In that expedition Fontaine had horses shot
ander him and any quantity of bullets fired at
bim, making numerons holes in his clothes and
equipsge, besides meeting other frightful dan-
pgers. [t was, altogether, a terrible experience.
He in the bero of twenty-seven hard-fought
battles, and came out of the war mina=a leg
and bearing other evidences of his army ex-
periences.  He is still a resident of his native
state, where, at the age of sixty-
one, he works bard daily at his pro-
jession of surveyor and eivil engineer.

Anodher thing for which he is celebrated is
as the author -the real anthor—of the popular
war song, “All Quiet Along the Potomac To-
night” To be sure, that fact has been dis-
puted, but I notice in & hook of war songs
lately published he is given the credit which to
bkim rigktiully belonge.

But it s not my purpose to gomto the dis-
enssiop of & question in which the publiec 19
iattle, if mny, interested. What 1 do care for is
the deeply mteresting parrative of a war-time
episode in connection with the poem, as told
in bis recent correspondence with me. And
this 1s the story:

OX THF POTOMAC.

It appearsthat notiong after the first battle of
Bull Run, in which Fontaine, as a private in
company K—the Buart Rifles—eighteenth
Misstssippi regiment, took part. he was trans-
ferred 1o the secend Virginia cavalry, and at
the time of which this parrative treats was
deing picket duty just above the head of an
Island near the Sencea Falls on the Potomac.
This was in Augunst. 1861, one month after Bull
Run. So maay of the confederstes had gone
home on furlough that the picket lines were
thin, being stretched over n vast extent of
river frout, wond what few men, comparatively,
were on the front bad to do double duty.

MAJOR FONTAINE.

It was here that Fontaine anl another
vate named Moore formed a close friendship.
Moore was » married man and fairly idolized
bis wifesnd their two beautiful young chitdren.
Moore and Foataine wers almost constantly
together, whether on picket or guard duty.

ri-

They clung to each other. They boaght little
hand books of rms—Byron, Burns and
otbers—and together they would sit in the coal
shade of trees or hanging rocks that lined the
Potomae above the Falls of Seneca and read
aloud to each other passages from their favor-
ite suthors.

At this section of the two army lines the pick-
ets om either side of the waters, federnl and
confederate, had come to an understanding and
agreement that there should be no firing at
each other while on picket duty. And but fur
a treacherons violation of this contract by
federal soldier the incident herewith related
would not bave occurred and “All Quiet Alony
the Potomac Tonight” would never have been
written. I give the story in Fontaine's own
graphie words:

O% PICKET DUTT.

“We bad to stand ona post six hoursata
time. That night I took my stand st 6 o clock,
and Moore retired to rest. The mights were
chilly and we usually kept some fire burning.
There was u small spring of water close by and
& large fallen pine tree that I used to sit on
and rest at thues after walking my beat. and |
Lave frequently stopped at the spring and
bathed my face when the dread monotony of
the still night had & tendency to lull me to
sleep. As soon as I found that midnight had
arrived I stepped 0 the fire and threw on some
pine knots and roused Moore to take my place.

OFF DUTY FOREVER

“He rose alowly, picked up his gon, stepped
%o the fire and stretched himself, ss & sleepy
soldier will, and gaped and yawned, and while
bis arms were extended and his hand grasping
the barrel of bis gun there was & flush across
the river and the whiz of a bullet, and be sank
to the earth with a hole just above hiseye ou
tue loft sule, from which Howed a dark crimson
tide. Nota word, not a groan escapsd him.

“l removed his remains fror near the fire
wiere he had failen. Aadas I did so my eyes
fell on the telegraphic column of & new spaper,
aud 1t was headed “All Quiet Along the Potomac
lomight.” And, oh. how truthful it was' It
was ceriainly all quiet with me and with him
whom | loved as & brother.

“I coubi not belp shedding & tear, and my
thoights reverted to his home, his wife and hLis
“itbiren wnd to the falsehood told by those
whose guest [ bad been and whose treachery
Bad eansed kis death, and thev grew bitter,
#ad a demion of vongeance aro-e in my heart
which was not stilled unsil the white dove of
pence bad spreal her snowy pinions over the
whole face of the lanud, snd the bombshell
rulied across the sward the plaything of a
clald, -

HOW THE SONO WAS WRITTEN.

“When merniug dawued the words of that
Bewspajper were burned in my brain. They
VAR In my ears and were painted oa every
scene that met my view. 1 pus my iriend’s
effects together - his letters, sword, hat and
all -and expressed them to his wife, with u true
el perfect description of his death. And
“ hile | st00d Lestle bis cold form and gazed at
Lis marble face and glazed eyes, in the un-
broken silence of my lonely watch, I felt what
few mortuis ever feel in this shadowy vale. I
ponuned the outlings of the poem then and
there, but not as they uow appear, for the first
ware biting and sarcastic. ! read the crode
€opy to Urderly Sergeunt W. W. Willismson,
Wi was a e critic, and Lieuts. Graham and
Akcpritt of my company. and Willamson sug-
gested thas if 1 would only make it more pa-
thetic lnstend of sarcasiue it would take better.

1 did so and on the 9h of August 1 had it
complete a8 the poems now stands, and I read
it 1o my messmales und received their highest
commendations. I gase them copies of the
erigizal and they recopied sud sent them home,
&od soon the whole regiwent, brigade, division
sod army were in possession of it

"!thhﬂ. whom | met shortly after the

pletion of iy, suggested that instead of
‘stray picket’ I ougit to say ‘lone picket.’ But
I did not alter it. The ladies of Leesburg, in
Loudoun county, Va., put the words to music
and used to sing them for us long before they
were printed li‘;: one copy 10 a Miss Eva
Lee and one 10 a Hematone: also a copy to
Jobm M. Urr, who at the tume was mayor of the
tewn I gave copics 10 many others whose
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names I canoot recail. * The toliowing is a copy
from the
ORIGINAL POEM.

*All quiet alrma the Potamnae, " they say,
“!Z:-ﬂ-l here and there s stray picket

Is shiot as e walks on his beat to :gdm
By a riflewan hid o the thicket.

*Tis nothing--a private or two, now and
Will not connt in the newsof the battle ;
Not an officer lost—only one of the men—
Moaping vut, all alcne, the death rattla
All quiet along the Potomae t ht,
“?.—rv the soldiers lis |-emtq]!y dreaming;
Their tents 1n the rays of the clear autumn Mmoo,
Ur in the igght of their camp fives gleatning.
A tremnlons sich as & gentle night wind
Thronsrn the lorest leaves softly is cresping.,
While the stars up above, with ther «litlering eyes,
Eeep guani o'or the anuy while sieeping,

There s only tie sound of the lone sentry's
As hie travips frow the rock to the fountain,

Aud thinks of the two uli the low trundie bed,
Far away in the cot on the munntain.

His mnsket falls back—and his face dark and wrim
Grows kent e with metnories tender,

And e nutiersa prayer for the children n8leap—
For their mother—inay beaven detend Ler:

The moon seems to shine as brightly as theu,
That nicht when the love yet nnspoken

Leaped up to bis iips, snd when jow murmured vows
Were pisd.ad. tobe ever unbroken.

Then, drawing his sleeve rourhly o'er his eyes,
He dusles off tears that are welling,

And wathers his gun elose up to it= place,
As i 10 keep down the beart-swelling,

He passes the fountain. the blasted pine tree;

 His ootsteps are laccine snd weary

¥et. cuward Le coes througs the broad belt of light,
Toward the shades of the furest so dreary.

Hark! was it the night wind rustied the Lo yag?
as it moonlizbt s wond: ously fasiine?

It foukesd lise a rifle— - “Hy! Mury, sovi-hy!™

And tos life-bioud is elLbine and plashing.
All quiet along the Potomae tonicht ;

No sound save the rusl of the VeT;

While sl fails the dew on the tace of the dead—
That picket’s off duty forever! = -

Upward of thirty years have olapsed since
© scene was epacted which inspired the
puem, and this soldier-poet, this whilom cham-
pon of a *lost canse,” touchingly writes me
that “the glory he fought for bas faded; that
lie eares nothing for what is in the eternal past
and hus no enmity in bis hoart, but loves the
soldiers who wore the biue and fought to main-
tain the Union."” CuanrLes O, STicENEY.
——
THEIR MARRIAGE A LOTTERY.

A Nebraska Widow and a Wyoming Hanch-
man Join Hearts Sight Unseen.
Lincoln Letter to Omaha World- Herald.
Mrs. Mary M. Stevens of Lincoln was married
the first of the week at Grand Island to Nelson
Wetson of Cheyenne. The marriage was the
outcomeof a strange correspondence. A friend
of Mrs. Stevens is in the employ ot Nelson in
Cheyenne, and suggested to him one evening
that be knew of & woman who would make him
an excellent wife. Nelson agreed if the fair
creature should prove acceptable and could be
won to marry her. He immediately wrote to
Mrs. Stevens, setting forth that he was the
owner of & large and paying ranch, was well off
in the world and wanted some one to share his
lot and help eat his potatoes. The lady was
not averse to embarking in the matrimonial
gea for a second time, and agreed that if every-
thing was as represented and the man was of &
good moral character she world assent.
She was fully sutisfied on these points and
they immedistely considered themselves cn-
guged. Business interests prevented Nelson
leaving home long enough to come to Lincoln
and ke did not wish to be so ungallant as to
compel his betrothed to go to him, so they
compromised and agreed to meet at Grand.
Island. Monday Mrs. Stevens left for Grand
Islaud, where the couple met for the first time.
Both considered chat they had secured a bar-
Zain and were made one at once.  Yesterday a
letter was recerved in this city from the havpy
bride, in which she says ibat he is just glorious
and too sweet for anything.
-
Hypnotlsm and Humbug.
From the Ninetesuth Century.
Hypnotism, which is now the subject of much
intelligent and well-directed modern research,
and is also, unfortunately, the plaything of a
class of wandering stage performers, is the
lineal descendant of many ancient beliefs. It
was known to the earliest rnces of Asia and
among the Persian magi: and to this day the
yog.:s and fakirs of India throw themselves into
a stute of hypnotic ecsiasy and reverie by fixa-
tion of tbe gaze. In many convents of the
Greck church 1t has been practiced since the
cleventh century, as it is still by the Omphal-
opevchics, with whom hypnotic reverie i= ob-
tuned by steadily gazing at the umbilicus.
Modern bypnotism, mesmerism, telepathy,
animal magretism, theught reading or thought
transference are of the {amily which, in carlier
times and when men were less wont to analyze
natural phenomena by rational methods,
broucht forth the practices of the magians,
the antics of the demoniacs and the possessed,
the expulsion of evil spirits by exorcism, the
healing of the king's evil by laying on of hands,
the serious acceptunce and judicial punishment
of the hallucinntions of the witclies and the
fantastic eruelty of the witch finders. The
proceedings by which Sarchas, the faithful
compaunion of Apollonius, gave sight to the
bind, movement to the paralyzed, hearing to
the Jdeaf and resson to the insune were essen-
tially metbods of what we should now call
“suggestion, " and the applicution of the in-
fuence of euggestion to persons in the most
varions mental and physical states, whether of
beaith or disease. will serve to throw light on
some of the most tragic, blood-staired. pictar-
esque and incredible pages of history, as well
as on a multitude of stage tricks and quack
rocedures, which are just now, as they have
n at frequent intervals during the last cen-
tury, much in vogue.

Early American Explorers.
From the Beacon.
But centuries prior to the Columbian epoch
the Scandinavian voyagers, it is well known,
coasted along the shores of the northwestern
ocean. The Northmen were certainly on the
Island of Cape Breton. as the Norse names
show: they were crmsing about like corsairs
from A. D. 1000 to 1347. In the fifth century
the Chinese sent forth a Buddhist monk or mis-
sionary named Hoci-Shin, who, it is believed,
visited Mexico, but nothing of importance is
related of him. A diligent student of the sub-
ject of Seandinavian discovery, as givem in
their Eddas and Sagas, thus writes: “Prof.
Rafn, in “*Antiquitates Americane,” gives no-
tices of numerous leelandic voyages to Ameri-
can and other lands of the west. The exist-
ence of a great country soutbwest of Green-
land is referred to, not as a mstter of specula-
sion merely. but as something perlectly well
kvnown. Let us remember that in  vindicating
the Northmen we honor those who not only
give us the first kuowledge possessed of the
American continent, but to whom we are in-
debted besides for much that we esteemed
valuable. This is emphbasized by the fact that
Coiumibus bad no direct idea of sceking an un-
Enown western continent, his avowed par-
pose having been to find a nortbwest passage
to India.
Columbus was, donbtless, not only acquainted
with she results attained by these northern
explorers, for he made excursions with them,
an also visited Iceland in the year 1477. Itis
therciore more than probable that he became
fully acquainted with the then status of geo-
gravhical knowledge. It is proper here to
mention that thereis in the Astor library a
copv of a rare work, which exhibits the exact
condition of geographical science at that time;
it is the “Cosmographia’ of Ptolemy, printed
at Bome In 1475. It is at this time, especially,
s work of peculiar interest, when everything
pertaining to the story of the discovery of |
America 1s engaging so largely the popular
sttention; since Columbus, nndoubtedly, must
have kuown of its existence and availed iimul!
of its aid while cherishing his great enterprise.
Bat, judging by the standard it presents of
the maritime knowledge and skill ordnl time,
they wv? not ;:?h as to deprive him of the
bonor of originality in projectiug an enterprise
which demanded those utm:h‘ury elements
of charscter which he p d—persistency,
entbusissm and undaonted bravery—for its
accomphshment. The northern voyagers, who
scom 10 have been coasting in the northwest-
ern seas some five ceuturies before Columbus—
are said to have had a genius for discovering
new countries by accident, as in the instances
of leeland and land, which Iatter coun-
iry they held some 400 years. The Scandi-
navians were accustomed to regard as their

historians their Skalds, and were fond of listen
ing to MWN and the legends of their
Sagamen. C tions of these ancient relics
are now in the royal lbrary st Copenhagen.

as these have commonly to be heated in order
to sterilize their contents. The same experi-
menters also find that such mildly eorrosive
liquids as claret, tea, coffee and
act on it appreciably. As it is also

phnol,n:gyuemd and borie itis
vailable for purposes. Omn

i
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Shole, theretue, ke appears limited.

BELLANY.

THE COMPLEX MYSTERY OF
VIGO SQUARE.

WRITTEN FOR THE EVENING BTAR BY
JAMES PAYN.

[Copyrighted. ]

CHAPTER L
© MY OWN MYSTIFICATION.
R. PULLEN WAS A
R rich man. He had made

mines and had come to

London to spend it. He
/had worked the pick
P/ with his own hands, a
circumstance which had
caused him to be ex-
cluded from the sensi-
tive ‘‘society” of his
country. But London
cares nothing for these
matters. It takes peo-
ple, both in a good and an ill sense, for what
thef are worth, and asks no questions about
eitber their relatives or their antecedents. It
welcomed Mr. Pullen because he was a hos-
pitable fellow, and Mrs. Pullen because she
was good patured and took so kindly to the
prosperity that had befallen her. If it bhad
been told by any mischievous person that Mr.
Pulien had been a practical miuner it would
probably have said that it was an argument in
favor of early marriages, and if it had known
better would not have eared.

Indeed, though their old neighbors may have
“fought shy" of this excellent couple, we ac-
knowiedged their merits, and hed vo objection,
80 long as it was at home, to cnltivate, or at all
events make use of their acquaintance. Hence
it huppened that when I got my first clerkship
at Messrs. Bullion & Ingots I got an introdue-
tion from: my people to the Pallens in London.
We beiiﬂedunmll they even believed them-
selves —that they were in Loundon, but the {act
was that though their residence could hardly
be called suburban, they were not quite in
what is humorously termed *‘the wvillage.”
They were a good way off from my lodging in
Kiug street, 8t. James, and I did not often take
advantage of their hospitality, though it was
generon-ly tendered. The peocple one met at
their dinner table were like thewselves, middle
aged, and not mueh to my vouthful mind. 1
think they were financial people with whom Mr.
Fullen had bad commercial relations, and they
talked of matiers I did not understand. If
there had been daughters in the family it
wonld doubtless have been different, and
I shoul® bave joined the lawn tennis parties 1
ofien saw playing in the public gardens ut the
back of Vigo sqaare, but there were no young
people to attracs me.

Moreover, I must honestly add there was
another reason which disiuelined me to much
intimacy with the Pullens, or rather another
cause, for it could hardly be called a reason;
it was Bellamy, their butler. To those who
have not read David Copperfield, it may seem
incredible that any young geutlemau should
be mwade uncomfortable by somebody else’s
butler. Bnt then I'was very voung, and Bellamy
maude me Enow it.  He was solemn, sedate and
intensely respectable. One bas heard of but-
lers who look like bishops, but this one looked
like wn arcubishop. He bad been recom-
mended to the Iullens on their arrival in town
and been with them ever since. Mrs. Pullen
once deseribed him to me as u perfect treasure,
but I think she was recretly afrmid of him, and
I am guite sure her busband was, thongh he
tried to persuade himsel! that he was actuated
by love and not fear. On our first acquaint-
ance | thought that perhaps Dellamy bad found
out that his master bud Leen a muver and
thereby got the upper hand of him. His
former places had been (or he suid they
had been) in great establishments with per-
sons of title, mand [ Dbelieve it was
that .absurd circumstance which mainly
weighed with the simpic couple, and estab-
lished the man's autbority in the household.
He roled it, not indeed with a rod of iron, but
25 it were with a pastorsl stafl. There wus an
unctuons digoity sbout him which would have
adorned the very higlhestecclesiasiienl pusition.
Bat what I objected 1o was what in those sakad
days I called Lis infernal patrouage. Iie made
me fecl so very, very young. and when I re-
sented it, made me feel younger. | have
kiown bhim at a dioner party give me u
wineglass less than other people. It may have
been an seendent, but I firmly believed it to be
a Lint not to mix my liguors: and once when |
locked in at luncheon time be omitted to give
me a napkin, as though [ were not an adalt.
1 aw ssbwrmed to say that Bellamy was certaiuly
“a cause,” as old Burton calls it, why my visits
to the Pullens were so few and far between.

It was with some feeliug of penitence and re-
morse indeed that after a very long interval I
started cne September afternoon to ecall in
Vigo wquare. 1 knew I ought to bave done so
any time within the last two montls, and also
that I was doing it then because wlinost ull my
other fricuds were out of town and ! could not
arfurd to be so particular as at other times in
my choice of hospitelities. A good dinner at
old Julien’'s, even though Bellamy might re-
proach me from the sideboard with my youth
and inexperience, was better than Jdining alone
at a restaarant, for ciub I had pone.

Imagine, then, how my conscience smote me
when 1 drew nigh that hosvitable door to find
s hearse and a couple of mourning carriuges
before it! Either poor Pullen or his wife (for,
as | have said, they had no family) were evi-
dently about to be taken to their long home.
Indeed, even while I looked the coffin was
brought out, and ufter it was borne away I
saw Bellamy in the portico deeply but respect-
ably affected, and waving o farewell blessing
to the lamented remains. I was not more un-
charitable than most men of my age (with
whom cynicism is only popular because they
think it a sign of mwaturity ), but the reflection
did strike me that I had never seen a more
hypocritical looking scoundrel in my lite. As
to asking him any question in conpection with
the mournful cccusion it uever entered my
wind to do so; it would bave seemed a wron
to the memory of either host or hostess, lt.llT
eame away without kuowing which of them
had depurted, though with sincere sorrow for
the event itscif.

In the papers I could find nothing about it,
and we bad no common friends, so therv was
nothing for it but to wait & decent interval
and then eall with “kind inquiries.” 7This
dutiful uttention was puta stop to ins very
unexpected mainer in & fortnight afterward
by wy meeting FPullen himeelf in the city.
"it must bave been his poor wife, then,” was
my first thought, and yet, though he looked
less beaming than usual, he was scarcely so
cast duwn as & devoteddinsband who had so re-
cently become au widower ought to have been,
and moreover he was unot in mourning. On
eatching sight of me ho smiled rather fesbly
(or, as I thought, coldly, as well be might, cou-
midering my long neglect of him), and ex-
claimed: *Why, you are quite a stranger. How
long is it since you were at Vigo square?”

It was really more than three months since
I bhad crossed his threshold, but I hsd been to
the square, a8 1 have said, and I thought it
best to rest my excuses at once upon a solid
basis.

*“The fuct is, my dear Mr. Pullen, I did
last month so far as your house, but under
circumstances—it was on the 18th" (he would
surcly remember the date 1 thought to myself)
—*I did not, of course, go in."”

*And why should mﬂ not have gone in?” he
inquired airily. ** to see you, I am sure,
at any time."
so melancholy an oecasion —a
domestic calamity, my dear sir."

*‘What the deuce do you mean? I have had
" Campis s oy el sn, el

0 \ ver, an

of dd;‘nlhn,torh; wife had been a very
nice and he had always seemed to be
ver, gondor her.

. Idon's know what you eall it, but I
saw the standing at your door and the
bod{ brought out and into it."

“You

Sy
did, did you?'" he saud, I very
grave a?'d earnest. “*You saw that .o'o:i;!m
did you?”

iout certainly I did.”

“Indeed?” He looked very thoughtful and
depressed, like one who has received worse
ma, be h.:md e “w'm"' wg{m

0 as 2ot 1o say an
it till you hear from me.” B-’uhooh my band
with nervous ¢ and hurried away.

I had 2e old rellow. It was evident
that so far from bangun?nvho-ddby thahnihz

t

him
he could never have

£

eonditions of a role in & drama before
a regular audience. He tbat the manager
had Mnto-unetnnoturfin-
portant yet aristocratie young lover,
and, looking at his fine 8 co
and bearing, I could und d why
his application for the omﬂ:yment had been
successful, in epite of the t that he was a
novice. But his suitable aspect had not availed
him much, in the absence of all facility in act-
ing, and he had dropped, after one week of
fruitless endeavor to improve his porformance,
down into assignmenta to “‘utility” parte. For
this comparatively ignoble service he received
only £8 a week. He was living snugly,
not to say meanly, on that scant income when
he and I fell in with each other. His outward
man gave no'sign of inward trouble, however,
for his wardrobe was still excellent, and his
aristocratic air was unimpaired.

*“It was while in & state of dejection, old fel-
low,” said Frank to me one day, *“‘that I made
up my mind to become arascal—a fortune Liun-
ter—a what you call in America ‘confidence
man.' Oh! I did, indeed. Of course I can urge
that it was a sudden and powerful temptation
that I yielded to, Lut the fact that I dic yield
stands against me. Thisis the way it happened:
Being bard up awhile ago, I was glad one day
to get a chance to sing und recite at a private
house. It wag no great aflair, else my small
talent wouldn't have been satisfactory. The
young lady who played a piano accompaniment
to my teeble songs was a Miss Pullen—a Miss
Polly Pullen. Do you know her?"

An exclamation of surprise on my part had
caused Frank to ask the question. The name
of I'ullen had cauglhit n:{ ear on account of my
acquaintance with the Pullens of Vigo square,
but, ns I knew that they had no daughter and
bad no relatives in England, I concluded at
once that I didn't, and couldn't, know a Miss

Pullen. =
“It's your misfortune that ycu don't know
her,” Frank resumed, “and it is my misfortune

that I do. Listen. She wasthe gentlest, sweet-
est, loveliest creature you can mmagine, I try
to think it was paruy love at first sight and not
altogether diabolical scoundrelism that made
me deceive her. Yes, I uid deceive her. This
18 the way it came to pass: She overheard some-
pody utter the nume of Count D'Arcey. You've
heard of him? ‘The French nobleman who
would be wealthy if he could cash up his an-
cediral richucss of lineage, perbaps., who is
poor of pocket because no such financial
operation 18 possible. Howeve:, he has rela-
tives with fortunes, and I behieve they make
& sufficient allowance 10 him to enable him to
live in idleness.  Now, by some accident, Miss
Pulien thought the name was addressed to me.
By a strunge sequence 1o that accidenCshe was
led to believe thui I was Count D'Arcey, Now,my
dear Loy, 1 ask you to believe that I'had at the
time no deliberate intention to profit by the
mistake further than to bask temporarily in the

suushine of that dear gicls wmile. |
only kpew her on that oceasion as
Miss Martin, an American, and I assumed

that she wus a guest. But before the evening
wiis over she told me that ehe was n paid enter-
tainer. I shonidu't have known it, for her
prano playing aud her singing, aithough pretiy
goud, were no better thun one comes ncross in
drawing roums often. Why, uh, why, was 1 not
correspundingly frank? Why didn’t I tell her
thut I was only Frank Baxter, a no-account
actor, earning a fee of £37 Hecause [
wis in love with her and I feared that to tell
ber the truth wonld disenchant her. So I let
ber go on under the misapprebiension that 1 wus
Count D’Arcey. When we bade each other
good night 1 kudaciousiy begged the privilege
of further acquainiance. What was tﬁa use of
beiug a Count D'Arcey if I wasn't to obtrude
myself on a pretty Erorenalonul vocalist when 1
chose to? But she repulsed my advances
kindly but firmly. She wouldn't give me her
address aud she deprecated any informality or
precipitancy of acquaintance. At length, be-
ing persisiently pressed. she adwmitted that she
might be ut the awcademy picture show on a
certain atternoon a week later.

*Did you meet her there?’ I asked of Frank.

*Lo two and iwo make four?" Le responded.

“In this case,” said I, “*probably one und one
will muke oue.”

1 thought it wonld, and it did.” said Frank
ruefully, ““but I went to the picture show and
soon came across Miss Pullen, She was aceoni-
panied by her mother, who neither frowned
nor smiled on our remewal of acquaintance,
which ripened rapidly, I assure you. Why,
Polly and 1 were lovers at once. We looked at
the pictores two or three hours without renily
secing them, and at parting she said—shyly yet
alluringly—that I wnght call on her st Ler liome
ia Vigo square.”

“Frank Baster," [ interru?ted.
you saying? I know the I
sqinre.”

“*And what are they?"

**A mililonnire family from America.”

*So 1 svon learned. I was astonishied when
1 r:ml my first visit to find myse!f in n lux-
urious residence. Then, secing ceuriosity de-
bicted in my face, Polly expinined thut she
wabn't a professional singer, ns she hnd mis-
chievously led me to believe. but an only
duughter of the Pallens. In short, she was a
rrut Ameriean heiross. If you know the Pul-

ens you must know her,”

“I never heard of a daughter,” I insisted,
but Frunk described the house unmistakably.
He paid that Mr. Puollen had gone on a trip 1o
the coutinent, leaving his wilc and duughter in
the charge of a trusty butler. I éxclaimed,
“Bellamy !""

“Bellamy,” my friend echoed. *“Yes—an im-
pressive creature. Why, one day I found him
iustructing the ladies. Yes—actually—he stood
before Mre. and Miss Pullen, who sat almost
meckly in their chairs.and was delivering some-
thing that, judging by the few words 1 heard,
was u lecture on American pronuucistion and
mauners. Of course he stopped instantly I
entered and all three seemed a bit fHustered.
1 didn’t like Ballamy."”

Impulsively 1 grasped Frank’s hand and
shook it warmly.

~But I don’t deserve to hold an honest hand,
old man.” Le suid. *I never confessed to Polly
that 1 wasn't any Count D'Arcey—that I was an
impostor. I welton with a rapid courtship,
and in & week we were engaged to be married.
1 suggested an immediate wedding; she
agsented. It wus to bave been a private, quiet
affuir. Bellimy managed it. We were noteven
to wait unil Mr. Pullen returmed. A briot
ceremony at the honse was to heve been fol-
fowed by a short visit 10 Paris. You're going
to ask how I expected to escape an exposure ur
my ialse pretense. I didn't know. All was a
whisk and a whirl. 1 loved Polly madly. I
loved her fortune, too—no use denying that.
Really, I believe it was Bellamy that precipi-
tated thinga. Poor Mrs. Fullen! Bhe seemed
to be clay molded by hLis bands. Ah!she is
clay now indeed. Shes dead.”

“Dead!” I ejnculated, and then I added:
“Yes," 1 know. 1 happened to see her brought
out of the house in a coffin.”

“She died very nudde'xild;.“ Frank continued.
A quiet funeral was held. Bellamny managed
that, too. Did Mr. Pullen seem deeply
grieved?"

‘He wasn't there.”

“Didn’t even come home to attend his wife's
funeral? The bhard-hearted old stone!”

“Bellamy got a telegram from Mr. Pullen, I
believe, te I.hgnhim uot to delay the burl—
that he couldn't possibly come. Of course
that struck me as odd. Hut I had something
else to think of. Polly was grief stricken.
After the funcral she pressed a sealed letter
into my hand and, between sobs, conjured me
not to open it until I bad reached my own
lodging. Here it is.”

showed me the note, which read as
follows: “We cannot marry. I have not the
heart to write more than that our engagement
is broken and that we must not meet "

Frank took the missive back from me, it
hnm.md-id: “Of course she had dis-
cov the truth sbout me somehow. Oh,
g::u_pymddhrmtlml 1 deserved to lose

“what are
ullens of Vigo

“Did you never go to V again?”
“Tow nrpou?q No, lmwuymm-
. sall” -
CHAPTER IIL

THE SURVIVAL OF MRS. PULLEN.

It was only the next day after I heard Frank
Baxter's narrative, and a k after my street
meeting with Mr. Pullen, that the millionaire

ﬁfof-l CAree! possible to him.
H:.‘ mﬂ';:..ldhhl;n‘:l.:nundn the test | o

.; a time 1t is since we have
P i

say how much longer I had ex-
mmwuuhrlm::.

% the moment to say any B
have been dead and buried,” she
smile, “without your
“indeed. *‘Bu

queer and hysterical wyy

What °°“fd be the meaning of itall? She
could not have gone ousop ) . mind because
ber ?‘ﬂhnme‘g‘n‘z buried on the 18th,
but it was soms other
relative upon that Il"ltrlwdg.u .

It was a great relie when Pullen Joined
un. He looked graver than Usual, ppg l'lot s0
distressed as when 1 had last seeq hum, and [
noticed that he was more affectign,i, "y, bis
wife even than usual, as though g .0 "5
need of moral support. We three sy go0r oo
an excellent dinner (where I had my Proper
allowance of wineglasses and a napkin) "o 2"y
enjoyed it ull the more that Bellamy wyy
there to patronize mc, and convey his pity g0
my youth and innocence in his every &ction,
but. of course, I missed him as one
other things which one does not regret. If o
dinuer in Vigo sqgure without him was mnot
like Hamlet without the prince, it was at least
like Hamlet without the king. His majosty’s
absence was most discernible. When the des-
sert had been put on the table and the new
man withdrawn I could no longer restrain my
euriosity. -

"Amlywhnt.“ 1 inquired, *'my dear Mra. ?ﬂl_:
len, has become of your excellent Bellamy?
It was the husband who answered.

“Bellamy was kicked ont,” said Mr. Pallen,
“and 1 did it.” ]

Mr. Pallen swelled perceptibiy with pride at
the mention of his achicvement; still, e was a
smallish may, while Bellamy was a big one,
and Imdpro'w my face expressed surprise as
well an delight.

“'Don't be hard upon him—I mean upon my
husband,” said Mrs. Pullen, in a gentle, plead-
ing voice. *“His confidence has been mis-

juced und abused. 1 know yon never liked

llamy; our sense of loss, the hrcnking‘ down

of our belief in him, will be unintelligible to
o™

I looked at my three wineglasses, in doubt ns
to what reply I ought to return; I looked at my
napkin, and felt sure in what direction duty
pointed.

"My opinion of that man, my dear madam,
was o very bad one,” 1 said.

“l know it," she answered, quietiy; ‘“‘we
shouid thercfore not say anything to you
against him now, but that we owe it to you to
tell you all, since it is, thauks to you, that his
wrong-doing hhs been revenled to ns.”

Thanks to me? 1 was glad to hear it; it ssemed
a very just sort of “‘Nemesis" il it happened so,
but I conld not conceive how it had happened,
and I said so.

“Well, my dear husband and I bad, as you
know, the greatest contidence in Bellamy. We
would have iptrasted him with untold gold,
and, in faet, did introst Lim with what was its
equivalents, and I am bound to say that we
never mwisked nnything—uot a silver spoon.”

“Then the man wasat least honest,” [ said,
rather disappcinted.

Aot sta,” she answered quietly.  “*He was
only hovest, Tum airaid, in smailthings to con-
ceal his knavery in great ones.

“Risked a sprat to catch o herring,” observed
Mr. Fuuen, woo, 50 fur us proverbs went, was
quite a Solumon.

“Yes, hic so imposed upon us that when we
went abroad this summer we lett this Louse for
more than three months entirely in his hands:
never asked nny gne to look in 10 see how mat-
ters were going on. The otber servants were
a8 much under his control—and, indeed, mucn
more so—as under our own, and we felt quite
secure. Everything was forwarded to us with
the greatest reguinrity,”

“A more methodical man I never knew,”
ante polated Mr, Pullen. “He even sent us
the circulars. Surplusage is no error.”

“And wheu we came buck,” continued my
hostess, “everyiliing looked justas it suouid
be. Bellamy seemed charmed to see us; gave
an excciient character of the servants, and had
beeni 80 economicnl with the couls that we
wondered Low it had been menaged.””

“Well, we might.” put in the old gentleman,
*for there were more coals than when we went
away.”

*iood gracious, how could that be?" I in-
quired.

“ilow, indeed? That was the first thing
that excited our suspicions,” said Mrs
Pullen.

So it seemed that surplusage was an grror.

“Somehow of other, I don't know how it
was, bui we got the impression that somebody
Lad been in the house while we had been AWRY.
There was no more evidence of it thau the ex-
istence of u ghost, but we coulin’t shake our-

selves free gl it, If they were Bellamy sfriends
we tall thef they must have beon quiie respect-
able; but il was not nice to susnect that even

Beilamy's friends had been using our house and
sleeping :n our beds, waa it?"

“It certainly was not.” I assented: “but why
did you not speak to him on the matter?”

e, you oce, my bhusband felt it rather a
delicate subject to broach—to Bellamy. And
he tried to hope for the best, till he met you in
the city and yon spoke to him of the funeral at
our house. There ought not to have been any
funeral, vou know.”

“Still, they are things you can’t help, and
which will oceur,” 1 remarked.

“Yes, yes; but you don't understand. When
you tuld iy husband that he made inguiries ot
the neighlbors. We have always thought it so
nice that one's neighbors in London never
trouble themeselves about vne, as they do in the
country, but sometimes this works inconve-
niently. ‘lhey nad seen the funeral and one or
two of them had even Leen ®0 good as to puli
down their blinds, thinking it was one of us;
but they had thonght no more about it after-
ward on finding thai the house was let.”

“The house let? Do you mean that your
house was iet?”

“*Yes, that is just how it was. Bellamy had
let it furnished.”

**All would have been well for poor Bellamy,”
observed her Lusband, “but for the misfortune
of his tenant—or, as it should have been, our
tesant—dying, as it were, upon his hands. A
circumetance of that kind, in so short a lease,
never entered into Lis ealculations. There was
only just time to bury the woman respectal! -
and get things into proper order before we got
home. He must have n very much hurried
and put about.”

“You have Lad no scruple about sending him
ts gaol. 1 do hope,” Isaid. *'A man who has
abused your confidence so infamously”
(I might have added, *‘and insulted your
guest,” for 1 felt it,) “deserves no mercy.”

Mrs. Pullen held up her hands in horror.
“Send him to gaol! Of course we could never
do that. We have had to part with him. But
we should be sorry indeed if his future should
be wrecked by a single act of —o =

“Mircnlcuintion,” murmured her husband.

“Just so. That is why we bave invited you,
my dear young Iriend, here alone, to beg that,
0 long as the revelation can do him any injury,

ou will eay nothing to anybody about Bel-
amy's mis—well, his letting our Louse for us.”

CHAPTER IV.

DETECTION AND SOLUTION.

I departed from that dinner in Vigo square
withont having said a word about Polly Pullen
or Frank Baxter or of my determinstion to
constitute myself an amateur detective. All
the questionsI put to them was *““Where is
Bellamy?"' ‘They did mot know. A week of
bard work enabled meto find him. - He was out
of a place still, but that fact did not relax his
pompous dignity.

“Look t;:re. "l?l old I:nml!:’&” 1 l-ld. poo'ed.-
yerely, ‘‘where's the young ¥ you im
upon’mr friend, Cungt D'Arcey, il Miss Pul-
" ishe wasu't a Indy. " he retorted, falling into

e wasn't a Indy,”
the trap I had set for him. ¥

“And she wasn't an heiress.” ;

“I'll say nothing about her. I don’t know
anything. 'Bhe and her mother wore tenanta

That's all I know of them.™
Instantly I realized how poor a detective I
was, for I1had mnot prepared myself to cope

with this“master of the art of reticence. But I
struck out with a sudden thought and hit the
mark.

“If you didn't incite the young to
Iuncl; off for an American heiress,"”
“how did it bappen that the count caught you
one day teaching her and her mother how to
imitate the Amcrican ncoent?”

Bellamy was struck, as I could although
tluwlnu’m all inside. mum::.'ind- me

»
. “Bellamy,” I resumed, as I took from
ot & folled mercantile paper that chanced
be lhm,"lwmcztmmd .MM‘:
arrest on a
if "you tell me the whole trug."

W-‘f-." :
I)’o.:myhh B -“n.nha J&- let
“;Pol the misalliance for » pﬂmﬂ
l‘-.= truth, it seemed.
ﬁf:'-- ‘:huh-“nznly'h

whined. *“I bhad to
sir—oust of o

;lo.-m-h. ‘Twaa with the old one I bargained,
'-“

“Yea, I know,” and this time guessing was
onsy. "nu'm lady is beyoud reproach,
except that 1. nuinely in love with the
count, and permitted herself to be led into the
game by you and her mother; but in ber be-
reavement she repented of her purpose, and
refused to decsive your victim further.”

Bﬂlh:{l—-bdm.du of abow that
ullnnn to a collapee, in state I left

m.

My next ste to find Miss Rowsby. Hav-

htimﬂ:n.’l‘éhmﬁu. 3

“Confess o » to Fraak, and be
who and what he was.

A RACE WITH DEATH.,

A Naked Mnaninc's Fatal Run Threugh Tor-
turing Beds of Cactua
From the San Francisco Chronicle,

Farly this morning the nude body of & man
Was found on the Cabuengs branch of the San
Fernang, wagon road, about twelve miles from

Angeles, just south of Burbank snd near
Augeles river. A number of people
:onn Emhered around the bedy, and after hold-
"8 % hurried consultation the remains were
covered with pieces of 0ld carpet and sacksand
Coroter Weldon way notified. The coronmer
and his Wn“ Ben
spot and began an inyegtigation.

The body was lying iy the middle of the

road. and for seyery) bundred yards from’ the
spot where the body way found the dirt was

loughed up, showiy,
Fnlhm down a numh.f olt'h::m'r: mﬂ‘“ ::g
around in the most frantic manner H.up. last
siruggle took place whey e died, and from
the looks of the ground it myg; paye Dot Sa
rible. The poor wreteh had ploughed jyyn head
into the ground until it wus horryijy mashad
and his arms and hands were bagiy bruised and
scratched, but the strangest pact of the thing
is that there were no in tious that & second
person was present.

There were no other tracks in the vicinity
than those made by his bare feet, and it he
fought with any one the person must have been
on borschack. An examination of his limbs
showed that he had passed throngh severa]
beds of cactus, for his lege and body wepe 1it-
erally fuil of cactus thorans, and the blvod myst
have Howed freely from his numerous wounds
until death released him. )

No one in the neighborhoed could identify
Lini. On the way back to the city the coroner
and his assistaut stopped every one they met
and had them view the face, but no one had
ever scen the dend man before, and unless
something is found in his clothing which can
be recognized his identity will never be dis-
covercid. ‘Ihe man is five and a Lalf feet in
height and blonde, with 4 short chin beard and
mustaches. He 18 either w Germau or Russisn
Fian aud seems to be nbout torty-five or fifty
years of age. He had the appearance of a
laboring mau in good health. He was power-
fully built and bad rather a good face.

Shortly afier the coroner reached the city he
received a message that the man’s clothing had
becn founa. The officers at Burbauk followed
tle dead man's tracks about four miles fiom
where his body was found and discovered what
at 1ist uppeared to be a newly made grave.
Tie dirt was thrown up in the shape of u grave
aud it bad evidently been mude only a few
aours before. On opening it they found a suit
of clothes which evidently belonged to the
dead maun, but the message did not state
wuether or not any papers were found by
which the man may be identitied.

He had no 100ls with which to dig a hole and
must have used his fingers, for the nails are
terribly torn and show that he dug the hole
Lke a dog und then placed bis clolhes in it, 1n-
elunding his hat and shoes. The ground is hard
clay, and it must bave taken him several hours
to dig thegrave. He theu covered his clothing
and rounded up the earth in the form of
mound. Itis supposed that he did this eacly
in the night and then started out on his wild
chase thiough the cactus patches. He passed
through places that -uulf cause a man with
thick clotuing and heuvy boots to shudder and
turn back, and it is & wonder thas he did not
drop with vxhaustion andloss of biocod and pain
long before be did.

S

An Old-Time Quaker Marriage.
From the Philadelpbia Press.

An old Quaker murriage certificate of nearly
& céntury ago is one of the much-prized heir-
looms of an old Philadelphia county family.
It is on parchment, carefully written in ink,
and still perfectly legivle und well preserved.
The back of the certificate bears the record of
the births snd deaths in the family. The cou-
tracting partics were Samuel E. Howell of the
tirat of city troops, who fought at the
battle of Trenton, and Miss Mary Whitlock
Dawes, and the ceremony was performed May
31, 1798. The signatures of the witnesses ghow
tue names of prominent persons, and the vcea-
sion must have been a notable one.

The wording of the certificate is in the
quaint Quaker style, and states that *‘whereas
sumuel E. Howell of the city of Philadelphia,
in Pennsylvania, merchaat, son of Samuel and
Margnrett Howell of Taconey in the couuty of
Philadélphia, aforesaid, und Mary Whitlock
Dawes buviug declared their intention of mar-
riage witu each other before several monthly
mevtings of the people ealled Quukers, beld ai
FPoiladelphia, aforesaid, sccording to the good
order used among them and having consent of
parcuts, their said proposals arc wiowed of by
the said meetiug. Now these are to certif
whom it may concern tbat for the full accom-

lishing their said intentions this thirty-first
R:ny of the fifth menth of the year of our Lord
seventeen hundred and ninety-eight.

*“Lhey, thesaid Samucl E. Howell and Mary
Whitlock Duwes, appeared in public meeting
of said people of Philadelphia aforesaid, the
suid Samuei E. Howell taking the said Mary
Whitlock Dawes by the baud did on this sol-
emn ocension openly declare thut he took her,
the suid Mary Whitlock Dawes, to be his wiie,
promising with divine assistunce to be unto
her @ fuishful and aftectionate husband unul
death should separate them. And then in the
same assembly tue Mary Whilock Dawes
did in hke manner declare that she took him,
the said SBamuel E. Howell, to be ber hus-
band, promising with divine assistance to
be unto him a faitkful and affectionate
wife until death should separate them. And,
moreover, the said Samuel £. Howell and Mary
Whitlock Dawes (she according to the custom
of marriage assuming the name of her Lus-
band) did, as a rurther coutirdation thereof,
then and there to thesc presents set their
haunds. And we whoss namnes are thereunto
also subscribed being present at the sulemuiza-
tion of the said murringe and subscription
have us witnesses thereot set our hand the day
und year abovo written.”

Then follow the names of the witnesses in
columng, the men’s names being first and the
womeu's next, in separate columns,

‘Followed by His Wife,
From the Brooklyn Citizen.

The arrest in Montague sireet last week of a
man who was playing the amateur detective
with false whiskers has incited one of the force
to tell a little tory that never was made public.
Two or three years ago & steady-going mer-

dressed in deep mourni
crape veil which co face. No matter
where he went he found the woman shadowi

B
ik

ig
i

:
£k

of it to a detective and asked for

a detective wasemployed to

climax came second

ey
A

£
&

E
:

%
g
3
4

i
g

¢
:

the detective that

el slowly

{

g

¢,
£
H
4]

4
¢
]
g
{1

i
i

i
3

|

£
t

SEE

k

E@

QUEER BOATS FOR SAVAGES.
A=
Cances Made Out of Logs and Skins by the
Alnskan Indians
\ O PEOPLE IX THE WORLD ARE 'Q“
dependent upcn poats than are the natives
of southeast Alaska. They live in » region
where the coast line is broken into many chan-
*Mlﬂdhubmb!lhnnm
fslands of the Sitkau archipelago. The land
offers little to reward the skill or perseverance
of the hunter and supplies of food and other
necessarios must be drawy, from the sea. Ac-
cordingly the one thing of joy, of delight and
of infinite use to the ivhabitant of that part of
the worid is a canoe. Existence, indeed, would
bessad problem for him were it not for this
adjanct of his own creation. Upon its con-
struction be lavishes the best of his thought,
the beight of his manual skill and his tireless
patience. The result is the fashioning from a
single log of a little vessel which challenges ad-
miration for its fine oulline, its seaworthiness
and its strength.

So saysa report about to be issued by the
United States fish commission written by
Capt. J. W. Colline. The author goes on
to remark that the Indiunsof the Sitkan re-
ion, 1n modeling their canoes, have spparently
¥ intoition soived successfully the difSenit
problem of least resistunce, buoyancy and
requisite stability —qualities essentially noces-
sary in a working boat, but the proper combi-
pation of which has often put to t!\e severest
test the construotive wkill of the most expe-
rienced white man. All the tribes of that re-
gion use dugouteanoes, the size of which varies
from ten feet to more than thirty feet in length.
The usual length of a fishing canoe is from #f-
toen to twenty feet. A species of piue is util-
izod to alarge extent in the manufacture of
such craft. The wood is light, durable and
worked very readily. Unfortunately itis aptto
split. This constitutes the native's chief anx-
iety. He keeps his boat covered with mats and
brush wheuncver it is bunled out of water in
order to avoid such s misfortune.
LABORIODS WORK.

Before the ntroduction of from tools the
making of s canoe was a work of enormous
difficulty. The hatchets nsed wero of stone and
the chiscls were of mussel shells ground to s
sharp edge. It required much time and labor
to cut down a large tree for the purpese, and it
was only the chiefs, with a aumber of slaves st
Weir disposal, who attempted such operitions.
Their method was to gather round a troe as
many as conld work and these chipped awny
with their stone hatchets until the tree was lit-
erilly knawed down. Then to shape itand hol-
low it out was & tedious job and many a month
would intervene betweern the felling of the tree
and the finishing of the canoe. The imple-
wente used atprasent are axes and steel chisols,

Fire is employed to assist in excavating the
ﬁr“'-m. A =mali wench is first dug lengthwise
through the middle, and enough chips haviug
been made for the purpose, they are kept burn-
ing at one end of tga Loat. When the wood at
that end is charred enough to make the work-

ing of it comparatively cusy the fire 18 trans-
ferred w0 the op w'a-xd"‘ the

T workm
Droceeds to e:cme oy en

| the purt that has been
burned. This process 1s repeated over and
again until the bulk of the interior wood has
been removed. [t wonld not be safe to use
fire too long. for in the lut kliges of the work
:.::o:;::t might be ruined by being burned
The final process in the forming of the
u-a_l Consista in spreading ou:miu -idwl_i“::
that it may be made wide enough to insure the
necessary stability. For thus purpose the canoe
is steamed by filling it une-third full of water
and then patting hot stunes into the water, the
canoe being covered with cedar mats to pre-
vent the escape of the steam.  When this pro-
cess has been continued long enough the gun-
wales are forced apart and thwart slicks ure
inserted to bold them in proper position. After
this the boat is painted or otherwise orns-
mented. The great war canoes formerly made,
whicl. were sometimes as much as wixty feet in
length, are no longer built. Uue of them is
exhibited at the National Museumn,.
BOATS OF SKIX.
In the cold regions of the far north, where
timber or bark is difficalt or impossible to get,
boats of skin are almost exclusively employed,

——=
A MEMORY SPUR THAT rana

One Man Transfers His King— Another -
pruds on a Note Look.

From the New York Trilmne

“I hope youn won't forget that" eaid me
friend to another, referring to Commission
which the second was Lo evecute.
“Oh, no,” said the othor; “don't have any
fear abonut it."”
“Well," remarked No. 1, I thought these
would be no harm in a gentle reminder.”
“Buot a metuorandum is better than & o=
minder,” answered No. 2, with a smile.
*«Oh, that's all right.” said No. 1.  “l guess
that isa good habit. Now, do you know shat I
bhave a method of remembering things which
1 don't want to forget, but the trouble is that
it doesn’t always work.”
“What is that?” inquired No. 2.

L T

r:.d band om the
d.
A nod was the answer.
“Well, you see, | habitoally wear
left hand, but when there is any spec
that I wish to remember—gs, for
some errand that my wife has asked me %o
on my way down town—it is my custom to
the ring off and put it on the <
tinger of the other hand. Now, doesn's
tirike you as an exceedingly simple -
Tacing and fortifying one's memory
to think so. mw as muchas I did.
oftntimes now | have a whole world of trou
I8 Ur¥ing to remember what it is that 1 want

i

2

eséiia £

remember. )t jan't al that way, but i

!m:lm'llmr:_ |‘|:“:o‘lr:‘!i.l lnw-,to-.‘ feal-
ing of the ring ou the wrong finger reminds me
that thero 1s something on my mind, and oo o@

Rome occasions the bueden Gnm
beavy. have worn that ring on my
hand for two or three days at » time, now
then, vexing my brain alf the time to find
I may perbaps torm the missing link.

flm.‘.l assure you."

_"Your experience ia ve interesting,™
No. 2. *T have never a.dn,.-!.?i any such

a8 you describe, though | ofien conmder

biessed —or the other g1,

{

b

i

! Mr.
Beecher used to oall & 'gm..ff.:;:-.ugy.' The
only safe role with me i to make » note of what

1 ?“h to keep in mind, and theg us |
reier 1o my note book | usually ma
along without any bad blanders, lm
much faith in the methods of impro
memory which variovs professors Eive
tions in, thongi:. not having actuslly tried "
I may not do them full Justice. The
that my memory used to bo a good deal
than it is now. When 1 was in coliege 1
Al memory. It was the wonder of
classmates. I took more prizes than a
else had ever dome up to that time, ls
because I eould cram ensily and remem

ali that the books contained. Then, when [
went into the prize examinstions 1t was
work for me to write out the answers So
the questions. But my business sfter leaving
collcge has been such that it has been

for me oach day to deal with an « ntirely new
set of facts and & large number of them.
day's sccumulation was shoved asde by the
following day’s and thus the mind, or the mem~
ory, if you please, lost its grip, s it were. A
this went on for years wy memory became
manently impaired and [ bave no hope of eves
recoverng it.

id

I

J

it

:

tails I huve no capacity of retention for more
than a few days, aud. as [ said, when there ia
any special thiug that | must attend to outaide
of the regular courss of business 1 make ase of
my memorandum book.”

The Eose of Gorze,

From the Manchester Exaniiner.

The story of the “Hed Ross of Gorzs,™ as
charming as it is true, is often told by Germans
o illustrate the touching lovalty of & subjece
and the grateful remembrance and apprecie-
Uon of hus sovereign. In August, 1870, & Ger-
man officer was lying wounded in the house of
& French family, near the little town of Gorze,
in Lorreine. lie bad received six wounds in
the battle of Murs-la-Tour, five of them as he
lay on the ground, while the fighy surged
around him, and be was scarcely expected to

To provide material for them the native huyter
relies :&on the scal. the sea lion and the wai-
Tus. ny patterns of such craft are utilized
in the fisheries pursued among the Alcuting
Islands and elsewhere on the Alaskan coast
Mostly they are of two types—the “kaiak,” cm.
ployed by the men, and a beavier and safer
woman's boat, known as the “oomiak,” and
used for traneporting females and freight.

To build & kaink marks an important point in
the life of the coast native. The youth, assoon
as be is able to construct one, no longer ob-
serves any family ties, but goes where his
takes him. frequently roaming about in his
boat for thousands of miles before hLe takes a
notion to marry, to excavate a miserable
dwelling and to settle down for a time. The
kaink is the most seaworthy small boat in ex-
istence. It is covered over, save only for a
hole in which the voyager sits, the garment
which covers him, itself waterproof, being
fastened arcund the rim of the e in
such a manner as to exclude the water. Thus
flotation is perfect, and even when the bost
turns upside dovn, as not infrequently hap-
Eenl. the owner is able to quickly right it with

is double paddle. Larger kainks with two or
three manholes are used for fishing and for
capturing whales and sen otters, when one man
must mannge the canoe while another throws
n mr or h"n;?wn ;
frame of » kaiak is :::ro-d of light
pieces of driftwood and withes, which
are firmly lashed together with sinews, 20 as to
stiffen the whole fabric. 1t is said that recently
ratian wus used to some extent for the purpose,
this light and elastic terial bei bt d
through traders. - Once made the frame is
covered with the untanned skins of sea lions,
which huve been freed from hair. These hides
are drawn over the skeleton of the boat,
deftly sewed, and properly secured in place
while they are wet aud plisble. The entire
boat, top and all, is covered, except the man-
bole or manholes. When the skins dry they
coutract 80 as 10 bind the frame firmly and are
as taut as the parchwent of a well-strung bass
drum. Then the native smears the hole over
with thick seal oil, which keeps the water out
of the pores of the skin for a long period.
i

Mistaken for & Waiter.
From the New York Times.

Quite an embarrassing incident oceurred af s
fashionable reception up town the other day.
1t was awkward, very, both for the guest aud
for the young man, the son of the house. The
Euest was a stranger, not ouly to all the others
who had been invited, but to all the members
of the family but one. He was not a particu-
larly prepossessing-looking man, and this ac-
couuted In some for the awkward mis-
take that followed. The gunest wasshown to the
dressing room by a servaut, and when he came
down he met the son of the hostess at the re-
eeption room dvor.

“Can you tell me,” said he, “where Mra.
Blank is?"

The young man looked at his questioner, and
not kuowinz him thought he was one of the
waiters sent by the eaterer. Then he said, very
abruptly: “You can’t see her now. Sheis busy.”

The strange voung man looked rather sur-

rised at the reception his request had met, and
Enow'lla‘ that be would be made welcome should
he ever reach the hoetess, remarked: *I would

recover. The French family in whose houss
| he was quartored uursed their wounded enemy
| with much kindness and skill, One
the officer found placed in & glass by m
side & beautiful red rose, just OM" which
the daughter of the house jiu-l bron:h.t.‘- from
the garden while Le slepl s seent and
were refrashing to the sick man, but instead
keeping it, he sent his soldier servant at anoe
Wilh 1t 1o Gorze, whore the Ring of Prussis's
hendquarters were, and told him to give Shad
ross to the king, with the message that one of
s wounded officers bad sent it to him. The
king put the rose in bis button hole snd in-

uired the name of the officer. “Uapt, w

Wilz, seventy-second regiment of the line,
was the reply.

When Capt. von Zedwitz was sufficiently ve-
covered to be removed to Berlin he found tha
bis red rose had becoms guite famous, for
showers of roses—red roses—were seut to him
from all sides, »o thut his rooms wers full of
them. In Murch of the nextfvear, six months
after the originul rose bhad fuded. Zedwite hed
occasion toask an audience of the I peror
king. He was received most gruciously, and ab
the em '8 request told the story of the
tle of Mars-la-Tour. Then, to Capt. Zedwita's
surprise, the emperor spoke of the rose which
Lhad been sent to nim st Gorze and again
thanked the officer for it. As Zedwitz was
leaving the emperor he met the crown primes,
who iu his conversation wiso recalled the rose
with & smile. Even then Capt von Zedwiis
bad not heard the last of his fnmous rose, for
on the following Christmas he Lad the pleasure
of receiving an au ph letter from the em~

ror inclosing an em icture- wstons
t:.rm.' the dute August 19, 1870, Gorze, parsly
covered by the tricolor of the confederation, &
Prussian infantry helmet with oak wreath be-
low and the iron cross with ribbon, A ros ia

dull silver was :utroduced iu the gold frame.
Eightecnth Century Conviviaiity.
From the Spectator.

If it were not that by far the larger number
of the men distinguished for birth, stateeman-
ship or letters in ﬁnd(hh.nllm“
at & comparatively early age we might be in-
clined to think that the capacity they displayed
for bhard drinking showed s greater toughness
of constitution than their descendants possesa.
Pope's friend, Lord Bathurst, who, as Steras
said, was & prodigy at cighiy-five, and had all
the wit and promptness of & man of s
was an exception to the almost universal .
and his vitality was not dueto
ness, if we iy credit the tale, which
due to Sterne, that when sbout eigh
vears of age, "heving some friends
ut his country sest, and being loth to
them ome night, his son, the lord
oljected to sitting up any lomger
room. As soon as ho was goue
Peer said: ‘Come, my good friends,
old gentleman is gone to bed
venture to erack another bottle.’
. Joh r - 1:ch the time .
the decent ile teld drunk
might,” an heluu.l that heranmdq- d.:-
abstinence he had dronk three m

is alsa

(-9

Lottles
'ithoutbun‘ihol-omfw;l.“(:o.ﬂ'ﬂ
its, from the early years century
the close of il.proniLd in high life, as well
in the lower orders, among the sia

Queen Anne and the statesmen of George

From the Richmond Dispatceh.
A highly exciting wildcas chase took
at Will's Cove, about three miles southwest of

tresd by the dogs, and one of the Iadies sume
mnodu:thooouncotogu.lu

gun and fire at the monster. Her bravery wag
repeid by the sight of the animal dead
from the tree at the Iﬂlrﬁd the gum.
The lsdies are very proud of Fuccenl. »

A “Small and Early.”




